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great pinnaces, narrow and pointed, weighted down almo^ to
the water's edge.
The master, buried in his sheepskins, pushed aside armfuls of
straw to show his merchandise. Under this soft litter, which
protected them from the frost, the hard red shining apples made
a brilliant cargo. There were hundreds, thousands, piled up
even with the hull. They came from the upper Vistula, from
the fine town of Kazmierz, and it took them days and days to
come down this far.
"I want to pick out our apples!*' Hela cried; and, quickly
imitated by Manya, she put down her muff and wriggled her
"schoolgirl's bag from her shoulder.
Nothing was more sure to enliven the girls than this ex-
pedition, every bit of which they adored. They took the apples
one by one, turning them back and forth carefully; those which
passed inspection were thrown into a big wicker basket. If there
were any rotten ones, you threw them with all your might into
the Vistula, and you watched their little round vermilion wreck
go down. When the basket was full you left the boat, holding in
your hand a finer apple than any of the others* It was cold and
crackly under the teeth, and it was exquisite to crunch it while
Aunt Lucia debated over the payment and pointed out, among
the spotty-faced urchins who hung about the neighbourhood,
those whom she judged worthy to carry the precious provision
home.
Five o'clock. After tea the servants cleared the long table
in the dining-room and lighted the petroleum suspension lamp-
The hour of work had come. The board pupils grouped
themselves by twos and threes in the rooms where they lived.
The son and daughters of the professor remained in the
dining-room, transformed into a study, and opened their papers
and books* After a few minutes there arose, from everywhere
and nowhere, the obsessing chant which for years remained the
leitmotiv of life in that house.
It was always the same children who could not keep from
Brawling aloud their Latin verses, their history dates or the